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animo, and retire into the calm regions of philosophy.
She is indeed extremely pretty, and possessed of every
amiable qualification ; she dances, sings, and plays upon
several instruments equally well, draws with a great
deal of taste, and reads the best authors ; at the same
time she has a just regard for true piety and religion,
and behaves in the most easy, affable way.    She is just
such a young lady as I could wish for the partner of
my soul; and you know that is not every one ; for you
and I have often talked how nice we would be in such
a choice.   I own I can have but little hopes, as she is
a fortune of thirty thousand pounds.    Heaven knows
that sordid motive is farthest from my thoughts.    She
invited me to come and wait upon her, so I went last
week and drank tea.    I was kindly entertained, and
desired to come when convenient.    I have reason to
believe she has a very good opinion of me : and, indeed,
a youth of my turn has a better chance  to gain  the
affections of a lady of her character than of any other ;
but (as I told you before) my mind is in such an agree-
able situation, that being refused would not be so fatal
as to drive me to despair, as your hot-brained romantic
lovers talk.    Now, my dear friend, I sincerely ask ten
thousand pardons for giving you the trouble of this
long narration ; but as it is a thing that concerns me a
good deal, I could not but communicate it to you, and
I know, when I inform you how happy it makes me to
open my mind, you will forgive me.    Pray never speak
of it: you are the only person knows of it, except Mr.
Love,* who reads with her, and takes every unsus-

* This, we may presume, was "Mr. Love, of Drury Lane
Theatre," and once "a player at Edinburgh," a gentleman with
whom Boswell himself had studied, in order to purify his pronun-
ciation from the Scotch accent. Johnson, it will be remembered,
when Boswell referred to this training of his dialect, condescended